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Dr. Young.
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remarks; and he was surprized to find Young receive as novelties, what he thought very common maxims. Pic said, he tielicved Young was not a great scholar, nor had studied regularly the art of writing1; that there were very fine things in his Night Thoughts*, though you could not find twenty Hn.es together without some extravagance. He repeated t\vo passages from his Love of Fail w,—the characters of B rune tta" and Stella'1, which he praised highly. He said Young
1 'His [Young's] plan seems to have started in his mind at the present moment; and his thoughts appear the effect of chance, some-times adverse, and sometimes lucky, with very little operation of judgment. . . . His verses are formed by no certain model; he is no more like himself in his different productions than he is like others. He seems never to have studied prosody, nor to have had any direction but from his own car. But with all his defects, he was a man of genius and a poet.' Johnson's Works, viii. 458, 462. Mrs. Piozzi {J5j.'iw>!ym}>, \\. 371) tells why 'Dr. Johnson despised Young's quantity of common knowledge as comparatively small. 'Twas only because, speaking once upon the subject of metrical composition, he seemed totally ignorant of what are called rhopalick verses, from the Greek word, a club—verses in which each word must be a syllable longer than that which goes before, such as :
"Spes deus aeternae station is conciliator.' a He had said this before.    Ante, 11.111. 3        'Brunctta's wise in actions great and rare, But scorns on trifles to bestow her care. Thus ev'ry hour Brunctta is to blame, Because th' occasion is beneath her aim. Think nought a trifle, though it small appear; Small sands the mountains, moments make the year, And trifles life.    Your care to trifles give, Or you may die before you truly live.'
Love of Fame, Satire vi.
Johnson often taught that life is made up of trifles. Sec ante, i. 502.
*        '"But hold," she cries, "lampooner, have a care; Must I want common sense, because I'm fair?" O no: see Stella; her eyes shine as bright, As if her tongue was never in the right; And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! She seems inspir'd, and can herself inspire:
pressedunluckily he died of brandy—nothing makes a Christian die in peace like being maudlin! but don't say this in Gath, where you are.'
